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BALLADE OF THE SOUSAPHONE. 


Waar breathes upon the stilly night 
Some sweet, but not assertive air, 
Of ‘‘ Annie Laurie,” or ‘‘ The Flight 

Of Ages,” or ‘‘ Rienzi’s Prayer”? 
What whispers of the false Adair, 
And lifts a wild elusive moan 
For “ Ailsa,” moribundly fair ? 
It is the sad, sweet Sousaphone. 


Full well I wis, some soulful wight 
Thus seeks a short surcease from 
care ; 
Indeed, I know the man by sight, 
A foreign gentleman with hair. 
Beneath a gas lamp in the square 
He stands, unfriended and alone, 
And wrings a penetrating blare 
From out the sad, sweet Sousaphone. 


He entertains, if I am right, 
A lively hope that here and there 
Some passer-by may mark his plight 
And give him sixpence or a pair 
Of fated boots the worse for wear ; 
And yet, if all the truth were known, 
Such guerdons must be passing rare 
To players on the Sousaphone ! 


Minstrel, I conjure thee, forbear ! 
That instrument, profusely blown 
Would make a Christian Brother 
swear ; 
A murrain on thy Sousaphone! 





Unver the heading of “The Police 
Courts,”’ last Friday the Daily Telegraph 
stated that there had been “ 1,600 oysters 
condemned.’’ Not without trial, of 
course, for this is the Land of Liberty 
and the right shop for Justice. But 
who tried them? Where is he now? 





HOOPING THE HOOP. 
(A Study in Expressions.) 
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‘THROUGH. 








THIRD QUARTER. 


(From “ Young Moore's Almanack for 1903.”) 
JULY. 

A MARRIAGE will take place at the end 
of this month which will have a great 
influence on the lives of two people. 
Several streets will be up in London, 
and many horses will be down. 

Variety will be the keynote of the 
weather. 

AuausT. 


The first few days of this month will 
be a period of great excitement in 
London. The Banks and nearly all 
the shops will be closed on August 3, 
and hundreds of families will hurriedly 
leave town. Many will take refuge in 
the theatres, which will be open, but 
Youne Moore is glad to say that by the 
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LAST PERFORMERS AT THE CAIETY THEATRE WHO BROUGHT DOWN THE HOUSE. 





end of the week the people will nearly 
all be back and business resumed as 
usual. 

This month we may look for very 
different kinds of weather. 


SEPTEMBER. 


Youne Moore would not be surprised 
if Death were to visit Glasgow this 
month, and it is just possible he might 
call at Edinburgh on his way South. 
Several men will be recruited for the 
Army, which will cause great satisfac- 
tion in military circles. 

The weather might be fine at first, 
but Youna Moore thinks that ‘‘ Varied ”’ 
is the word for this month. 





AD MACENATEM. 


Kiya Artnor, of the Ceci breed, 

Pride of my party which you lead ! 

Some love to test the motor’s power 

At. five-and-twenty miles an hour, 

As onwards to the Clouds they ride, 

With something more than human pride. 

One, when his money-bag expands 

Enriched by “ Afric’s golden sands” ; 

At plaudits from the fickle crowd 

Another smiles, elate and proud. 

No lure, though rich, ean wheedle back 

The lonely ploughman from his track. 

The merchant, leaving rest deferred, 

Fits straightway forth Shamrock the 
Third. 

The connoisseur of choicest wines 

Nowhere save at the C—— dines. 

Many defy the cold and damp, 

And do a week or so in camp. 

Some sigh for summer to be gone, 

Again the huntsman’s coat to don. 

I, who the keener air have smelt 

Of “ the illimitable veldt,” 

Leaving such vulgar tastes alone, 

Strike out a programme of my own, 

Which, if no misadventure mars, 

I hope will raise me to the stars. 
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SHOULD THERE BE MUSIC DURING MEALS? 
Optnions OF Experts. 
“Tf music mates with love of food, play on.” —Bacon. 


Herr Ricwarp Srravuss writes:—‘ The employment of 
orchestras at meal times opens up endless new vistas to the 
writer of ‘ programme’ music. I have just completed a new 
suite entitled, ‘Hebe and Ganymede,’ occupying two hours 
in performance, each movement of which is contrived to 
coincide in length and treatment with a fresh course. Thus 
in the soup section the wooing of the turtle is suggested by 
a passage for four flutes, and the ‘bird’ is richly scored 
with bravura passages for the oboes and piccolo, An 
expressive tremolando for violins heralds with an anticipa- 
tory shiver the advent of the ice pudding, and a strepitous 
coda in the Finale greets the arrival of the coffee and 
liqueurs.”’ 

Sir Huperr Parry writes from the Royal College of Music: 

‘*T have long been a believer in the efficacy of music at 
meals, and in proof thereof beg to send you the score of my 
incidental music to the Roast Pair of Sirens.” 

Lord GrimtHorre writes :—‘‘ As a convinced ‘ mealer,’ I 
am of opinion that if people are not to drink between break- 
fast and lunch, or between lunch and dinner, the meals 
themselves should be made as melodiously attractive as 
possible. Let our motto therefore be, ‘Drink to me only 
with thine ears.’ ”’ 

Mr. T. P. O’Coxnor writes :—‘ The only objection I have 
to music at meal times is this. When I hear music, being 
of a very emotional Celtic temperament, I am irresistibly 
impelled to sing. The last time this happened I was eating 
a plover’s egg. Me dear boy, I nearly had a spasm of the 
glottis ie 

The proprietor of the Quick Lunch Restaurant in the 
Strand writes :—-“‘ We find that it accelerates our already 
almost incredible pace if the ‘ Turkish Patrol,’ or some other 
rapid march is played during the five minutes in which our 
1,000 regular customers enjoy their mid-day meal.” 

Sunny Jim writes :-— 

“ Of Melody ‘ Force’ has no need : 
Life ’s full of music as you feed.” 

Messrs. Pearce AND PLenty write :—‘ We have solved the 
great difficulty without much trouble and with some profits. 
An automatic musical box stands in the centre of all our 
principal dining saloons. ‘This is set in motion by the 
insertion of a penny in the slot, and it plays for two 
minutes. Hence it follows that if one of our patrons wants 
music he has but to procure it. We commend the plan to 
the notice of the Carlton and Lockhart’s.” 

The Manager of Socort’s writes:-—‘‘ We 
bagpipes during dinner.”’ 

Mr. Henry Birp writes:—‘ You ask ‘Should there be 
music during meals?’ But what of the converse—should 
there be meals during music? It seems to me that to offer 
music at a restaurant is a confession of failure on the part of 
the chef. Our music at the St. James’s Hall concerts would 
have to be bad indeed before we provided the extra induce- 
ment of food to go with it.”’ 

The Manager of Sweetixa’s writes :—‘ Our Musical Grill 
has been a great success.” 

Mr. Wittiam Harris writes :—‘ Speaking as the Sausage 
King, I may say that I do not favour music with meals. 
Speaking ex officio, or, as one might say, ex cathedra, I 
must confess to liking a tune as I eat.” ~ 

Mr. J. P. Sousa writes :—‘ There is no doubt that the 
nearer the trombone the sweeter the meat.” 


The Proprietor of the “ Cheshire Cheese ’’ writes :— My 


always have 





customers do not care for music with their meals—beyond» 
that is, the singing of the larks and whistling of the oysters 
in Ye Pudding.” 

Dr. Hans RicuTer writes :—“ My favourite composers at 
meals are SrepHeNn Apams, Lawrence Keir, and Horr 
TEMPLE.” 

Mr. ALGerNon AsHTON writes :—“ I have always found that 
the performance of Elegiac music during meal times has a 
most eupeptic influence.” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

As the violet turns its gentle head aside from the inquisi- 
tive bluster of the March wind, so, as all the world knows, 
Miss Marte Coretii shrinks from being dragged before the 
public for advertisement purposes designed by self or 
others. My Baronite shudders when he thinks of the pain 
that will be wrought in an inoffensive breast by the doubt- 
less well-meant effort of Messrs. Coates and Warren-BELL, 
joint authors of Marie Corelli (Hutcuinson). The volume 
is, to tell the truth, a fulsome eulogy, varied by tiresome 
summaries of plots of the lady’s novels. The latter may be 
skipped, the reader hurrying on to passages where he is 
told that “ Miss CoretLI was the observed of all observers 
at the luncheon held in the House of Peers (sic) after the 
Abbey ceremonial, not for her dress but for her fame.” 
This fame, we read on a later page, has its penalties. “ The 
Stratford cabmen, taking visitors round the old town, often 
pull up opposite Mason Croft to allow their fares to gaze 
upon the residence of the popular writer.” This is pitiful 
stuff, and natural distaste for it increases when one thinks 
of Miss CoreLtt happening upon it. 





Mrs. Cuari£s Brooxrieip’s novel, The Diary of a Year 
(EveteicH Nass, London) has, the Baron’s Assistant reports, 
amongst many other merits this conspicuous one—that the 
story retains its hold on the reader in spite of the difficulty 
she has imposed on herself by casting it in diary form. 
Mrs. BrookrreLpD avoids monotony because she writes well, 
and has a rare gift for making her characters live and move. 
She knows the world, and her touch, though it is light, is 
very sure. 


My Nautical Retainer writes :—‘‘ The Way Back (Coy- 
STABLE), by ALBERT Kriyross, leaves me with the impression 
of a youngish man gifted with a natural strength, on which 
he fails to impose that right restraint which one associates 
with the better class of giant. This is not to mistake his 
outspoken candour for coarseness, but only to imply an 
excess of energy not always under control. He makes 
his chief character designedly theatrical; but even so, 
too loose a rein is allowed to his utterances. In Bartol’s 
lips the author’s own lavish eloquence often comes perilously 
near the verge of sheer rant. His fierce and torrential 
indictment of the methods of popular halfpenny journalism 
exceeds even the compass of Miss Coretui. But when he can 
tear himself away from this red recurrent rag of a theme, 
he treats his matter with relative sanity. Climsell is an 
excellent study in obscure erudition and dog-like fidelity. 
The character of Hertha is drawn throughout with a very 
tender understanding, notably in the scene, most humanly 
dramatic of all, where she reveals the cause that determines 
her to abandon her projected flight with Bartol. ‘The story 
has too much good stuff in it for so short a book; there is 
material in Bartol’s previous career for another volume of 
at least the same size. Indeed, the book largely consists of 
a series of dramatic episodes and swift characterisations 
lightly strung together: and apart from the final catastrophe 
might almost be staged as it stands. And a very attractive 
play it would make.” Tue B. ve B.-W. 
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THE “DAILY WIRELESS.” 


[A daily paper, giving the latest news by 
means of Marconigrams, is soon to become a 
regular feature of life on the Transatlantic 
boats. ] 


(Editorial Note to the ‘‘ Daily Wire- 


|Lords rose at ten minutes to six. In/formance. It’s no good wiring to me 
answer to a question upon the subject for cash, if you choose you can turn to 
the Home Secretary said that he would| Mr. Austix’s new poem which deals 
put up with it no longer, and Emiy | with the unexpected slump in Eldorados 
declared a dividend of 5 per cent.|and is backed freely for a place. Miss 
Repeat code word, my Lords say scara- | Courcy has just called and she looked 
mouch. Scaramouch. Scaramouch. Well, | sweet in a blue wall-paper with a grey 

— _ — frieze but the 








less” of April 2, ——— 
1904.—‘‘ Owing 
to the largenum- 
ber of messages 
transmitted 
simultaneously 
to-day, the publi- 
cation of this 
journal has been 
a task of some 
difficulty. Ap- 
parently many 
of the messages 
are private greet- 
ings to passen- 
gers from their 
friends on shore. 
Since we cannot 
disentangle 
them from the 
news items in- 
tended for the 
Daily Wireless, 
we are compelled 
to print the Mar- 
conigrams as re- 
ceived. They 
are still more 
complicated by 
the fact that 





certain orders 
intended for a 
cruiser some- | 


where in the| 
Atlantic have | 
been tapped by | 
our recorder.”’) | 
London, April 
1.—The share 
market is quiet 
as a whole, but 
there is a slight 
depression in| 
your new wool-| 
len vests which | 
are in the black | 
portmanteau, 
and do becareful | 
to see that there | 
is no truth in the | 
reported Arme- 
nian massacre. 
On the contrary, - — 
the best relations are said to have caught 
measles again, and Uncle Jack vows 
that the Kine received the Right 
Honourable Gentleman in private au- 
dience. Puddleton Rovers beat the 
extravagant consumption of gold leaf 
and paint which my Lords cannot 
sanction because card-sharpers are 





Working-man “Caut Tats Farr TRADE, HITTING ME BELOW THE BELT?” 


J-s-ph Ch- 


London County 
Council refuses 
to renew the 
licence. Yours 
unintelligible, 
and my Lords 
think Xenophon, 
plumbago, fusee, 
as in cipher code 
provided with 
quite the most 
lovely bracelet 
set with a suc- 
cession of north- 
easterly winds. 
Take daffodils 
from front and 
send to German 
Emperor whose 
movements must 
notexceed fifteen 
knots under arti- 
ficial draught. 
Crabwise — ink- 
pot —sobriety— 
anti - cyclone — 
dinner party— 
goals—policy. . . 
(Editorial 
Postscript.— 
“Our recorder 
has temporarily 
broken down. 
We hope, how- 
ever, to publish 
this journal to- 
morrow at the 
usual hour. 
When we reflect 
that its contents 
have been 
flashed across 
hundreds of 
miles of ocean, 
we begin faintly 
to realise the 
enormous boon 
which wireless 
telegraphy has 
conferred upon 
mb-rl-n. “ ALL FOR YOUR OWN Goop, MY Frrenp!” the human 
wt ininienetiemrnmnnn $$ $_$_$_$_$____— — race! ’’) 
it is in the new handbook, and if you | 
cannot translate authorised cipher my| Ow the occasion of a banquet given 
Lords urge that you are such a duck, jat Kiel by the United States Ambassa- 
and must be vaccinated on Tuesday. |dor the Katser (who had discarded the 
Scaramouch. a 


Perrord pac idge " “4s 
ONE FOR HIS BREAD-BASKET. 











Oh, my darling popsy- |‘‘ complete suit of oilskins ’’ worn at the 
wopsy, your own teeny wants you|Regatta) made use of the remarkable 
because second-grade goods are in brisk |expression :—‘‘ Blood is thicker than 
demand and details as to working of|water.’’ It is anticipated that this 











always found on liners, Dick, and you| boilers must be sent to Admiralty for |epoch-making phrase will now pass 


promised solemnly that the House of! a crowded house and a successful per-'into the language. 
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FLODDEN FIELD-DAY. 
A Tracepy ms Biank Prose; sy Mr. Punca’s Private Laureate. 
ACT II. 
Scene—The Gallery at Ford Castle, as before. 
To her enter Donan. 
Margery (surprised). What—back again? In Act the 
First, I thought, You and your troop had marched to fight 
at Flodden, Chanting Earl Surrey’s rough-hewn battle- 


song ? 
Donald. That is the case—but, when I reached my 


Marcery. 


post, I found that, by some whimsy oversight, I’d left my]. . , 


pocket-handkerchief at home. ym 

Marg. I knew you would not stay behind! ‘Tis Man’s 
In this resisting world to breast aside A sea of opposites, 
wave after wave (‘Take arms against’ was Hamlet’s 
metaphor—But Swaxsreare’s similes are so sadly mixed !) 
I had a dream of happiness to tell you . . . But p’raps 
you ‘ve hardly time to hear it now? 

* Don. (with tender gallantry). Nay, pour it into my atten- 
tive ear, Which—howsoever I were pressed for time—lIs ever 
open to a dream of yours ! 

Marg. I dreamed, then, we were dwelling—you and I 
Happy together in vast marbled halls, With serfs and 
liveried vassals at our side. 

Don. All this shall be—wait till the clouds roll by! 
Meanwhile I start, once more, to do—or die! 

Marg. (detaining him). Take first this talisman from 
Palestine, "Tis a sure charm against mosquito bites, Nervous 
collapse, sciatica—and_ sword-strokes. 

Don. (taking it). 1’ll not say no—such household reme- 
dies Should be in every canny warrior’s kit. [Exit. 

Lady Heron (enters by another door as DoNaLD goes out ; 
to Mara.). Have you seen Surrey ? 

Marg. He but just now burst Upon the tower where I 
stood to scan If he were yet in sight. 

Lady H. (puzzled). How very odd! Why, when he left 
for Flodden, I could swear That he had quite forgotten— 
(With a flash of insight) Ah! I see! He sent his apparition 
streaming up The turret-stair, like to the Royal Standard, 
To take that bird’s-eye survey in his stead. 

Marg. (demurely). Well, for a phantom, he was most 
polite; Told me my young eyes were more clear than his, 
Gramercy! he’s a pleasant gentleman! Though I’ve been 
well brought-up and just betrothed, He’d such a way with 
him, that, on the whole, "Twas perhaps as well that Donatp 
was not nigh! 

Lady H. Now that you've learnt the charm of Surrey’s 
wraith, You can indulge my weakness for its owner! But 
what ’s that stir without? Run, child, and see! 

[Exit Marcery, and forthwith returns. 

Marg. A wandering minstrel in the hall below Requests 
to. see you—on important business. 

Lady H. ’Tis his frail Kingship James! ... O well- 
set snare! Go, Marcery, and bid them show him up. 

[Exit Marcery. 

Enter King James THE Fourta in the disguise of a minstrel, 

which he at once discards. Lady Heron executes a 
deep obeisanee. 

King (graciously). Nay, make no ceremonious cheese for 
me—I come not as the Kiva, but quite incog. 

Lady H. I feared that you were in the battle-field ! 

King. And that is where I am—supposed to be. I've 
settled all my plans; the Cheviots Are in my rear, the Till 
afront, myself (Perhaps) will lead the centre—but enough Of 
war’s rough issues—(tenderly)— ow goes Lady Heron ? 

Lady H. As well, I thank you, as caz be expected ! 

King (presenting jewellery). To Newcastle 1 bring black 
diamonds! Sweets to the sweet, and pearls to pearlier 








throats! (That’s really rather neat, now, isn’t it?) Still, 
wear them, so in men’s eyes they may shine The brighter 
for the velvet that displays them ! 

Lady H. (with cynical candour). Women wear diamonds 
—not to dazzle men, But to o’ershadow other women’s paste. 

King. Not really? Haw, I’d no idea of that! But I’ve 
a far more precious present still! 

Lady H. (overcome). Oh, but indeed, I couldn’t—{eagerly) 
—what is it? 

King (complacently). Your loving husband! . Late my 
prisoner, Being mixed up, somehow, in that affair Of 
Marcaret’s jewels, now withal set free, Without condition 
Ah, 1 knew ’twould prove A most agreeable surprise 
for you! 

Lady H. (perturbed). It is—delightful—quite! ‘Thank 
you so much! And when may I expect him to turn up? 

King. Oh, not just yet, since I believe he took The same 
short cut that brought me here myself. Shall I recite to 
you to pass the time ?—A little trifle I have just thrown off 
(One makes so many—almost on one’s head!) And really, 
for a King, they ain’t so bad ! 

Lady H. (perfunctorily). Oh, do! 
I’d suffer aught to keep him here! 

King (recites). “Oh, braw are Seotland’s bonnie birks, Her 

mavis groves the same, 

And mid their mirks A laddie lurks, Wi’ a sporran 
on his wame. 

Gin I were girt in philabegs, I'd squatter thro’ the 
streams, 

Wi’ droukit legs, As sure as eggs, To the Lady of my 
dreams !”’ 

Lady H. (coquettishly). And which of all the ladies at 
your Court Inspired that amorous lilting roundelay ? 

King (with a touch of waggery). Not one among the lot! 
Now, Lady Heron, You’re not as innocent as you make out, 
—You know the party ’twas intended for! 

Lady H. Your answer is as dexterous as your lay, And 
you the very Prince of Minor Poets! (Carelessly) I’m told 
that Surrey never turns a stave. 

King. It is not everyone that has the turn, But there— 
we must not be too hard on him! 

Lady H. He is a soldier and no poet-lover, A scientific 
Heaven-born General ! 

King (piqued). One may be both. I am a General, too, 
—When not engaged in Literature or Love. 

Lady H. (petulantly). What is this love we prate about 
so much? Simply the fawnings of ferocious snakes On us 
embarrassed and retiring doves! ... Have I said aught ?— 
You smiled so curiously ! 

King. Did I? There are so many sorts of smiles; The 
smile superior ; the fatuous; The feebly-cynical ; the would- 
be knowing; The prim self-conscious smile; the inanely 
bland; The dimpling crease ; the bacon-chawing grin; The 
wrong side of the mouth; the ear to ear; And what some 
call the “ photographic” smile; And last, wae’s me! the 
reminiscent smirk Of dreamy devilry we note in skulls! . 
My smile may have been any one of these ! 

Lady H. Nay, it was all! ... (Suddenly) Recite to me 
once more. 

King (flattered). Well, since you are so pressing :—(strikes 
attitude)—* What is Love?” A Recitation. By King 
JAMES THE Fourts. 

** Love, they say, is all my eye, Gooseberry-fooling, rhubarb- 
pie, Packed with pangs for by-and-by ; 

Who is it that slanders so Holiest of affairs below? Echo 

answers : ‘ Do not know!’ 

Then be Heaven's will obeyed ; Let us all love, unafraid, 

Every matron, every maid, 

Stout ones, thin ones, Short and tall, In the parlour, in 

the hall ;—But the comely, most of all!” 


(Aside, desperately) 
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Lady H. That is a deeper and diviner strain, And, by so 
much, too large a fit for me . . . But why in such a hurry 
—must you go? ; 

King. Unless I run away from here at once, I lose all 
chance of doing so at Flodden ! 

Lady H. (pouting). I cannot take it as a compliment If 
you prefer your tiresome fight to me! 

King. ’Tis really time I went.... Hark! what was that ? 
Methought I heard a far-off clarion bray ! 

Lady H. It was the ass’s bray, and not the bugle’s! As 
Juliet said (or words to that effect). Gonot! I mayn’t be 
in this mood to-morrow. What! all this morning-call, and 
not one kiss ! 

[Tenders him her cheek, which he kisses. While he is 
doing so door is thrown open, and enter her 
husband. Observing the situation, he halts and 
looks from one to the other. 

Lady H. (with perfect composure). Wiuuam, I think 
you ’ve met His Masesrty. 

Sir William (coldly). I’ve had that honour, but did not 
expect To come across him quite so soon again. (With more 
warmth) What is this royal cuckoo doing here, Beneath my 
roof-tree, too—yet quite at home? Madam, a speedy answer 
will oblige. And may I beg of you to tell the truth ? 

Lady i (with exaltation). I will—and for the benefit of 
both! I lured him here and kept him simpering love, And 
spouting his ridiculous recitations, Till past, the hour that 
he was due at Flodden! I’m proud of it! I’d do the same 
again! For England, and the Cause of Englishmen, Who 
never, never, never shall be slaves! 

Sir William. If that’s the case, I will return anon. 

[Exit. 

King (clapping his hands softly). A splendid piece of 
acting ! 

Lady H. Sold again! Look at the clock, and then—look 
out of window! ‘The other way your army’s swung around, 
And now ’tis all too late to swing them back! I heard the 
trumpets riding on the wind, A roaring mount for such 
equestrians! Heard them, and kept my tongue within my 
cheek, While you were songful-suing at my footstool! .. . 
Now go, for you have bored me long enough, And be in 
time, at least, for your defeat ! 

King (sadly, to himself). Who would have thought it? 
Fair, and yet so false! What did the apparition at Linlithgow 
say? “ Beware of downy woman and her wiles.” By gad! 
that apparition knew a bit! (To Lady H. with dignity) 
Farewell, thou unfair lady (that’s a pun—A doosid old one, 
though), King James is done! [Exit. 

Lady H. (to herself). King James is done indeed, and 
done by Me! Surrey, my love, you owe me one for this! 


End of Act II. F. A. 





OPERA NOTES. 


Tuurspay was the one specially notable night of the week, 
when Madame Catvé appeared for the first time this season 
as the heroine of Bizer’s Opera Carmen. Her acting 
perfect ; and with her this takes the chief place, for she is 
actress first, singer afterwards, as was the very Carmen 
herself. But in the fascinating song and step, what may be 
termed ‘‘ The Flirtation Movement” of the First Act, when 
she captures the man who has afterwards to capture her 
and whom in turn she captures and ruins, her voice, as it 
were, sways the action, the effect being wickedly mischievous. 

Signor Scorn excellent as the Toréador, his famous son 
deserving an encore but failing to obtain it. GuLiBerT an 
Herr Reiss, the comic scoundrels, capitally contrasted as to 
height and bulk, keep up the humour throughout. 





Mme. Biavvett is a charming Micaéla, and M. Sauienao 











A GREAT AMBITION. 


Little Girl (watching her mother fixing hatpins through her hat). 
“Wuen wit J BE OLD ENOUGH, MUMMY, TO HAVE HOLES MADE IN MY 
HEAD TO KEEP MY HAT ON?” 








as the weak, passionate, but somewhat hardly used Don 
José, whose motto is ‘‘all for love, or the world well lost,”’ 
wins our sympathies and our applause. 

Mr. Pu. Fion, difficult name for stutterer to attempt, 
conducted, and the representation from first to last may be 
counted among the successes of the season. 





A Cycie or Carnay.—The Yorkshire Evening Post, in 
reporting the case of a motor-cyclist charged with travelling 
at excessive speed on the highway at Selby, represents a 
police-sergeant as stating that ‘‘he timed defendant over a 
distance of 633 years, which was covered in 64 secs.” The 
contention of the defendant that he had been “‘ very imper- 
fectly timed ”’ has an air of captiousness. 





Fiat ExperiwentuM.—Fears have been entertained that 
the proposed legislation for motor-cars may, by removing 
the speed limit, only increase the already high mortality of 
people frequenting our roadways. These fears will be 
partially allayed by a statement which the Daily Mail was 
in a position to make in its issue of June 25. It appears 
that experiments are first to be made in the gangways of the 
Peers’ Chamber. We read that ‘‘ Mr. Water Lone stated in 
the House of Commons that he hopes to arrange for the 
introduction of the Bill dealing with motor-car traffic in the 
House of Lords.”’ 




















456 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Jory 1, 1903. 











REMINISCENCES OF ASCOT. 

No. I.—Before the “‘ Hunt Cup.” 

Enthusiastic Fox-hunting Lady 
(who, on her first visit to Ascot, is 
horribly chagrined at seeing that 
the course is not at all as she would 
have wished it to be, judging by the 
name of the Race, “The Hunt 
Cup”). ‘‘ What a disappointment! 
Why, there are no hurdles !!” 


No. If.—In the Paddock. 


Habitué (to Lady who wishes to 
appear “in the know’’). ‘‘ Going 
to see the ‘ Princess of Wales’ 
Stakes ’?”’ 

Would-be-knowing Lady. ‘No, 
unfortunately I am dining out every night during the 
Haymarket week.”’ 








HAYMARKET KATERERS. 


Cousin Kate, the new comedy at the Haymarket Theatre 
by Mr. Huperrt Henry Davies, a comparatively “new and 
original’ author, who with two “H’s” has, decidedly, 
Haspirations, is as pleasant a piece of work as anyone, ready 
and willing to be amused, would wish to see within the 
compass of a two-hours’ light entertainment. This latest 
species of the genus Ropertson is admirably acted, which 
is pour quelque chose dans cette affaire. 

But ‘‘Come hither, Huserr!’’ ‘‘ There is a fallacy some- 
where,” and here it is. We are faced with several im- 
probabilities. Perpend. Once grant the premises in the 
Second Act, which include the cottage and grounds of 
‘“‘Owlscot,” and the improbability vanishes. What has to 
be granted? A good deal; besides the aforesaid “ pre- 
mises.’’ It may be granted that Heath Desmond, a witty, 
roving, well-to-do artist of about thirty-two, a character 
delightfully rendered by Mr. Cyrm Mavpe (who only a 
few minutes before had been winning the admiration of 
the House by his marvellous study of that very ancient 
specimen of the oldest nobility, Lord Ogleby)}—who has 
engaged himself to be married to Amy Spencer, a prim little 
quakerish, weak and obstinate girl of about twenty 
(capitally played by Miss Beatrice Ferrar), having fur- 
nished a cottage, ‘“Owlscot,’”’ with artistic taste, and 
generally regardless of expense, might leave it untenanted, 
entrusting the key to Mrs. and Miss Spencer, who live at 
about twenty minutes’ walk from it, so that they may look 
in occasionally during his absence, as the place is un- 
guarded by servant, gardener, caretaker, or any sort of 
responsible person in actual charge. But it is not so easily 
granted that the Spencers, the obstinate girl with a strong 
sense of duty, the mother, a fussy old lady (perfectly repre- 
sented by Miss Cartotta Appison), should give their eccentric 
Cousin Kate, who is a total stranger to the owner of “ Owls- 
cot,”’ the key of that gentleman’s cottage, in order that she 
may open the house, air the rooms, and see that everything 
is made ready for the arrival of the proprietor. 

That the lively Kate, aged twenty-nine, authoress of 
several novels of a somewhat risky character, with her Bohe- 
mian instincts and her love of adventure, should accept the 
charge, is just what might be expected of her, so we may 
grant that. That she = aetth have travelled from London 
with a gentleman, a total stranger, whom she has invited to 
share her lunch, is allowable; also, that with him she should 
suddenly fall desperately in love is again possible: but that, 
spry as she is, she should never have ascertained—somehow 
or another—the name and status of her travelling com- 





panion, nor he, having also lost his heart to her, hers, is: 
to say the least of it, considering the terms on which they 
found themselves en téte-d-téte, to the last degree improbable. 

Then, that Heath Desmond, after following her down the 
lane, and seeing her enter his own cottage, should prefer 
jumping in by the window to entering by the door which 
had already been opened by Kate, is suggestive of a mere 
poseur, not of the honest straightforward Irish gentleman, 
full of fun as he may be at the age of thirty-two or more; 
and that, after she has refused to tell him whence she 
obtained the key, he, knowing with whom he had left it, 
should not have at once come to the conclusion that this 
spirited young lady of twenty-nine must be either a friend 
or a connection of the Spencers, is most improbable ; as were 
she merely a stranger she would never have been permitted 
to take the key and come alone. It is again highly impro- 
bable that he should not have at once mentioned the 
Spencers as a sort of introduction for himself, or that she, 
with her natural shrewdness, should not have immediately 
divined, from his question as to the key, as also from his 
intimate acquaintance with the store-cupboards and kitchen 
whence he fetches all the requisites for a five-o’clock tea, 
that he is the owner of, or, at least, a neighbour privileged 
to visit, the cottage whenever he ‘“‘ feels so dispoged.”’ 

In fact, the improbabilities, beyond those here stated, 
could not be granted, were it not that the offence is con- 
doned by the engaging freshness of the characters (except 
that of the parson), the brightly written dialogue, and the 
thorough excellence of the acting. 

As Kate, Miss Exis Jerrreys is simply delicious, though 
it is easy to see that the minauderie of the character may 
very easily be overdone. 

It is an axiom that “ boys will be boys,’’ but the excep- 
tion to this ruling is invariably to be found on the stage, 
where “ boys will not be boys,” no matter what amount of 
training may be bestowed on them. That the boy, Bobby 
Spencer, in this piece is de trop, serving no dramatic pur- 
pose whatever, is the fault of the author, who, however, is 
to be congratulated on the management having found for 
the part so intelligent a little chap, and such a born 
comedian as Master Cyrit Smita, who, fortunately for the 
piece and himself, has turned the legislative limit of ten 
years old. 

The dialogue is full of humour; situations good, and 
the light and leading comedians are most heartily acclaimed 
at the end of every Act. 





PASHLEY’S OPINIONS. 
No. XIV. 


IT atways thought a good deal of soldiers and soldiering. 
I liked to see them marching through the streets, with their 
bands playing, all as straight as sticks, with their great 
bearskins on their heads, and their little officers dangling along 
by the side of them just as cool and proud as if they didn’t 
care two-pence for you and me, and were quite ready to 
wipe their boots on us without so much as knowing who we 
were. ‘There ’s something grand and noble about their look 
that I never could quite-get over. It fetched me every 
time. It’s the sort of look lords ought to have if they 
knew their business, but they don’t. Mostly they ’re trying 
to make themselves agreeable and behaving quite affably, 
just as if they wanted us to believe we were as good as any 
lord they ever came across. That’s all tommy rot, of 
course. 

When I was a lad I used to think it must be a wonderful 
thing to see ten or twenty lords all in a room together, but 
now I’m getting on in life I don’t seem to take quite so 
much stock in them. I suppose I’ve seen too many of them, 
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GOLFING AMENITIES. 


Major Brummel (comparing the length of his and his opponent's “ drives”). “I THINK I’M sHORTER THAN Mr. SIMKINS 
Small Caddie (a new hand, greatly flattered at being asked, as he thinks, to judge of their personal appearance). ‘Yes, Sir, AND 


FATTERER TOO, Sir!” 
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[Delight of the gallant Major. 








time and again, in real life to believe all the fancy talk you 
get out of the history books. They seem to be much the 
same as ironmongers or grocers—a trifle stiffer in the collars, 
and more given to silk about their frock-coats, a better 
crease down the front of their trousers and more shine about 
their boot-leather, but that’s about all there is to make a 
difference ; and, mind you, I’ve known one grocer—F arrow 
was his name, the son of old Tom Farrow—who’d give any 
lord you ever saw the knock in the dress department. I 
never met anyone else who had anything like the same good 
taste in the things he wore, especially neckties. Green, 
blue, red, or yellow, they were all one to him. He had a 
neat trick of tying them that nobody else could imitate, and 
his diamond pin always looked as if it belonged where he 
stuck it, and couldn’t possibly have been stuck anywhere 
else. I don’t know how a man gets a knack of that sort. 
APstey said it wasn’t a real diamond, but 1 know better: I 
saw Farrow scratch his name with it on a shop window 
once. 

Well, about soldiers. We’d gota picture at home that 
always took my fancy. It was a sort of coloured print, 
made in Germany, I think, and it was called ‘“‘ Faithful 
unto Death; or, The Brave Briton: an Incident in the 
Crimea.”” There was a soldier in a red coat lying on the 
ground with his arm in a sling, and his shirt open showin 
a great patch of blood on his chest. He was quite pale and 
ghastly, and but for his eyes being open you’d have 





thought he was as dead as mutton. Anybody might have 
gone and left him, for you could see it was only a matter of 
minutes before he died. But there was another big soldier 
standing over him, with his rifle in his hand and the 
bayonet all fixed and ready, and you could see he wasn’t 
going to abandon him—not much. The big soldier had had 
a good doing, too, for he’d got a blood-stained handkerchief 
tied round his head ; but his uniform was bright and clean, 
and so was his face. Then in the background there were a 
lot of the enemy coming up, shouting and howling for joy 
at having caught a couple of Englishmen—you could see 
they were shouting by the way their mouths were painted 
in the picture—and they’d got their bayonets ready too, 
and some of them were letting off their rifles, and there was 
a lot of smoke about, great thick black rolling clouds of it ; 
but the big soldier didn’t seem to care a bit: he just stood 
there looking as fierce as fifty, and ready to shoot or stick 
the whole lot of them. I forgot to say he’d got quite a 
tidy little heap of them polished off all round him cane, 
and it used to give me the creeps to see them all lving 
there, one on top of the other, just as if you’d chucked so 
many trusses of straw together and left them there. 

Behind the whole lot, coming right at you from the top 
of a hill, you could see about thirty soldiers on horses, 
galloping like mad, with their swords drawn. They had 
red uniforms, so you knew they were English, and there 
was a fair chance that they ’d get there in time to save the 
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big soldier before he got picked off or 
taken prisoner; and I used to say to 
myself when I looked at the enemy all 
shouting, “Go it, my fine fellows, go 
it; it all looks jolly easy now, when 
you think you ’ve only got two wounded 
Englishmen to tackle, but I bet you'll 
sing a different song in a brace of 
shakes when the Cavalry gets into the 
middle of you, and you feel a good 
English sword tickling you up some- 
where in the shoulder-blades, or lopping 
your ugly French or German heads off 
your bodies.”’ 

I remember I used to get quite 
nervous with wanting to hurry the 
Cavalry up. I always wondered, too, 
what I should have done if I had been 
the big soldier. It wouldn’t have been 
any ‘good lying down and saying, 
“ Quits—you can’t hit a man when 
he’s down,”’ as we used to at school, 
for they tell me it’s only the English 
that spare a man when he’s down. 
The rest of them just stick you quicker 
than ever, and glad to get the job over. 





MY MASTERS. 
[A writer in the New York Bookman recently 


pleaded for “‘ateliers of fiction.” ‘If painters 
take pupils, why should not novelists ?’’} 
Berore the days of swishing 
Were past and gone for me, 
My soul was ever wishing 
A TackeraY to be ; 
And now my head is hoary 
I fain would write a story 
To bring me fame and glory, 
And haply £ s. d. 


But though my pen has travelled 
O’er reams and reams and reams, 

And endless plots unravelled 
With endless artful schemes, 

I have not yet succeeded 

In doing all that’s needed 

To make the name that he did, 
And realise my dreams. 


But now the chance of chances 
Has come, and I intend 

To write you such romances 
As never yet were penned. 

I’ll go to each Immortal 

Who opens wide his portal, 

And, mixing every sort, ‘ll 
Produce a novel blend. 


I’ll study humour under 

Smart Jacons, and discern 
His secret art—I wonder, 

Is humour hard to learn ? 
For depth and condensation, 
For shrewd delineation 
And subtle observation 

To Merepirs I’]] turn. 


Then Hore has been a source of 
The purest joy to me; 





From him I ’ll take a course of 
His brilliant repartee. 

He ’ll teach this humble sitter 

Before his feet to glitter 

Like diamonds. Who fitter 
To teach the trick than he ? 


My note-book next I'll carry— 
In case my tears run dry— 
To sentimental Barrie, 
And Ian moist of eye ; 
I'll seek the door of Crockett 
And beg him to unlock it, 
Supposing that my pocket 
His fee can still supply. 


And since the world’s contrairy 
And given to complain, 

If one forgets to vary 
Sufficiently one’s vein, 

T'll go to every duffer 

Whose novels find a puffer— 

Nay, even gladly suffer 
Core. and Hat Caine. 





CHARIVARIA. 


Wuev the Servian Premier telegraphed 
to the Czar reporting the decision of 
the British Government, he is said to 
have received the ambiguous answer, 
‘“Servia right.” 


A special cablegram was sent all the 
way from America last week to inform 
the readers of the Daily Express that 
Henry Huster sneezed so loudly in the 
streets of St. Paul, Minnesota, that two 
horses attached to a carriage took fright 
and ran away. | 

The Automobile Club has compiled 
some statistics which go to prove that 
far fewer persons are killed by mechani- 
cally-propelled vehicles than by those 
which are drawn by horses. Still, the 
Automobile Club must not lose heart. 
It must remember that the science of 
Motor-carnage is only in its infancy. 

Mr. Joun O’Donnett, M.P., has com- 
plained that he found prison uncomfort- 


able. This was, of course, never 
intended. 








The object of the new Army cap has 
been discovered. As our soldiers are 
constantly decreasing in stature and 
physique, it has become necessary to 
make them more terrifying by artificial 
means. re Rim 

General Manwinc is to be superseded 
in Somaliland by General Ecerton, and 
the War Office is busy arranging for 
relays of Generals to rescue one another. 





A lady asks the following question in 
a letter to a contemporary :—‘ Sir, I 





notice that a little baby girl was found 
in Covent Garden Market. Would not 
‘CovenTiINA’ be a very pretty name for 
her?” Punch has always been ready 
to raise his voice in aid of the helpless 
little ones, and his answer is, ‘‘ No.”’ 





RHYMES OF THE EAST. 
Ode to the Time-Gun of Gurrumbad. 


[Time-guns are of invariable pattern and 
extreme antiquity. Other species come and 
go; their ancestor remains always. One is to 
be found in each cantonment; he generally 
occupies a position of unsheltered and pathetic 
loneliness in a corner of the local parade 
ground. Thewriter has never seen one herded 
in the Gun-park with his kind.] 


Strone scion of the sturdy past 

When simpler methods ruled the fray, 
At whose demoralising blast 
The stoutest foe recoiled aghast, 

How fall’n art thou to-day! 


Thy power the little children mock ; 
Thy voice, that shook the serried line, 

But supplements the morning cock 

At—roughly speaking—one o'clock, 
And—broadly—half-past nine. 


(Saving when Thomas’ deep employ 
Th’ attendant closing hour postpones, 
And he, the undefeated boy, 
To gain a temporary joy, 
Hath stuffed thee up with stones). 


From out the once familiar “‘ park ” 
Young guns, intolerably spruce, 

Go flaunting by without remark ; 

Which, to their humbled patriarch, 
Must be the very deuce. 


Their little toils with leisure crowned, 
They, in their turn, will seek the Vale 
Of Rest that thou hast never found ; 
What wonder if thy daily ‘‘ round” 
Is very like a Wail? 


Yet many lovethee. Though his clutch 
Be heavy, Time doth still afford 
That fine consolatory touch— 
It hardly seems to go for much, 
But cannot be ignored. 


Who that can brave the mid-day fare 
But leans, in utter trust, on thee 
To tell him when it’s one—or there- 
Abouts—and save the wear and tear 

Of turning round to see ? 


So, when athwart the glooming flats 
Thy hoarse nocturnal whispers stray— 

Much to the horror of the bats— 

We ’re all the nearer home, and that’s 
A comfort, anyway ! 


Then, courage! Guns may comeand go, 
But him alone we hold divine 
Whose task it is to let us know 
The hours of one o’clock—or so— 
And—roundly—half-past nine. 
Doum-Dum. 
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PETER THE LITTLE. 
Some Possible Meditations. 


Geneva, June.—What a miserable 
country this is! A ridiculous republic 
of contemptible inn-keepers, who are 
only brave in the brandishing of their 
bills. I despise it. What is the 
pleasure of a slothful existence in this 
dismal town, even with a little rifle 
shooting at targets occasionally? No 
shooting at mere targets could satisfy a 
real hero. Give me Servia, the bulwark 
of Christianity and civilisation against 
the unspeakable Turk! Give me that 
land of heroes, who fear not death—for 
other people. I, too, will be courageous. 
[ will take advantage of the heroism of 
my glorious army. I have already bar- 
gained for a large increase in the Civil 
List. His Imperial and Royal—ah, no, 
my dear cousin Franois Josepy, as | 
must call him now, is too severe. That 
was a very unkind telegram of his. How 
different to the piety of my dear cousin 
Nicnotas! What a dear good creature 
he is! So fond of peace and gentleness. 
[ am glad I sent George and his brother 
to Saint Petersburg to learn to be 
heroes. They must go to Kishineff for 
some finishing lessons. 

Betcrave, June.—Very pretty flags 
everywhere, and all that sort of thing. 
But the group of ruffians on the plat- 
form is alarming. Are they brigands 
in uniform? No, they are my Ministers, 
publicly blessed, with the rest of the 
army, by the Metropolitan. Dear, 
dear! Shall I have to shake hands 
with them? It seems to give me the 
creeps. It is a shame they have no 
crown. They might at least have got 
the tiara of SalraPHERNES, which must 
be going very cheap now. 

July.—Oh dear, I wish I had never 
come to this bulwark of Christianity ! 
My Ministers have not increased the 
Civil List, though they promised to. 
Simply a pack of thieves and liars. 
They actually stole all the valuables 
after that affair! Nothing left for me 
at all! I wish I could take lodgings at 
Semlin and sleep peacefully every night 
under the protection of dear cousin 
Francis JosEpH just across the Save. 
He is, perhaps, rather severe, but 
Hungary is well governed, and so safe. 
| have a good idea. I will propose to 
my Ministers that I reign for the future 
from 10 to 4 daily, Sundays included. 
But it must be 10 to 2 all the winter, 
so as to get comfortably across the Save 
by daylight. The monarchy, like a 
picture gallery, to be closed at dusk. 

Auqust.—They will not hear of it. 
The Metropolitan sides with them, and 
gives me his blessing. If I could get 
a decent pension from them I would 
retire at once. 


September. —-"They have actually made 
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Brown. “I SAw YOU PUFFING ALONG IN youR MoToR THE OTHER DAY. 


Binks. ‘ ONLY so-so.” 
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How DoEs IT suit you ?” 


Brown. “An! A succes D’ ESTIME?” 





a further reduction in the Civil List. 
This is more than I can stand. Have 
discovered ,two honest Turks who have 
a boat on the Save. Shall manage some- 
thing in the dark autumn evenings. 
Semin, October.— Hurra! Safely 
over! It was unfortunate that three 
aides-de-camp were shot in the con- 
fusion of starting. What brave fellows 
those two Turks are! I have given 
them my revolvers, which [ shall not 
want now, three dinars in loose cash, 
and patents of nobility, creating each 
of them a Prince in Servia. As I have 


given up business, the latter may not | 


have much effect, but that’s not my 
fault. And I have sent a postcard to 
the Metropolitan to say | return his 


blessing, as I have no longer any use 
for it. It was a good idea to get my 
next quarter’s Civil List allowance in 
advance just before I started. What 
a relief to be an exile again! I shall go 
back to Geneva, or some nice quiet 
place, and smoke cigarettes tranquilly 
for the rest of my life. I will send for 
GrorcE and ALexanper from St. Peters- 
burg, and start them in some honest 
business in the peaceful Swiss republic. 
Something profitable, that will keep me 
in pocket-money, in my old age. I 
know what will do. Already I picture, 
in some place crowded by tourists, 
a fine new building of the noblest 
Swiss architecture inscribed, “ HOTEL 
pe Serpe, Karaceorcevircy Freres.” 
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British FARMER LOOKING AFTER HIS Crors. 








ANTICIPATIONS ; 
OR, IRELAND AS IT MAY BE. 
From the “‘ Daily Mail, 1905.” 


“Tr is time to speak out. We have 
repeatedly warned the muddlers and 
blunderers at the War Office that the 
Rent-Collecting Force of two huadred 
thousand men in Ireland is entirely 
insufficient. Unless another Army 
Corps is sent to the West of Ireland, 
and a flotilla of torpedo destroyers to 
the Shannon, the rents for the March 
quarter will be entirely lost. Already 
we have spent £200,000,000 in the vain 
endeavour to collect arrears of rent 
amounting to less than two millions, 
and Mr. Broprick has the audacity to 
tell the House of Commons that he did 
not know that the Irish peasantry were 
arming. Have not our columns during 
the past year contained ample proof 
that shillelaghs were being imported 
into Ireland in piano cases? As we 
write, the news of another ‘regrettable 
incident’ comes to hand. A squadron 
of Hussars attempted to collect arrears 
of rent amounting to 4s. 9d. from 
Brmcet Maroney, of Ballyhack, and 
were cut off to a man. The enemy 
were armed with empty porter bottles, 


| which 





quite outranged the British 
weapons. Are the gentlemen of Eng- 
land all fox-hunting? We confidently 
appeal to all men of means, and 
courage, and leisure, to join the 
Imperial Rent-Collecting Yeomanry.”’ 


From the “‘Daily News,’ 1905. 

“We said a year since, when this 
accursed Government threatened to 
send military forces to collect Irish 
rents ‘that Ireland would fight, and 
Ireland would be right.’ The simple 
(but noble) Passive Resistance which 
contents English Nonconformists — 
lineal descendants of CromMwELL and 
Mittox—does not content the warm- 
hearted, impulsive Celts. They drive 
the pig—most faithful of household 
friends—to the hills, bury their scanty 
earnings, and then, armed with hedge- 
stakes and porter bottles, line the stone 
walls of dear old Ireland. The grey, 
sad skies of the Emerald Isle look down 
on a gloomy scene. On the one side a 
peaceful, primitive, pastoral people—on 
the other, a set of mammon-worshipping 
debt-collectors. Can we wonder that 
our soldiers, brave as they may be, are 
driven back? They fight merely for 
money ; the Irish patriots for a great 
principle—the right to refuse to pay. 





Happily for humanity, Providence is not 
always on the side of the big battalions. 
Our Special Correspondent wires us 
that a squadron of Hussars has been 
annihilated in the attempt to collect 
4s. 9d. from that noted patriot, Mrs. 
Brivcet Matoyey, of Ballyhack. If this 
trivial matter of 4s. 9d. had only been 
referred to arbitration—say, Marshal 
Repwonp and General Ditton acting for 
the Irish, and Sir Witrrm Lawson and 
Mr. Lioyp Georce acting for the English, 
with some impartial legal expert of 
foreign nationality like Dr. Leyps as 
umpire—then this terrible loss of life 
would have been avoided. Or why 
not adopt the eminently sane sugges- 
tion of Sir Henry Camppett-Banner- 
MAN? Let one English soldier be sent 
to every Irish farm. Let him cul- 
tivate the land, and at the end of 
the year, having deducted the Govern- 
ment’s rent, hand the remainder of 
the gross proceeds over to the Irish 
tenant. When the British workman 
realises that every shilling of rent 
collected in Ireland adds fifty pounds 
to the Army Estimates he will begin to 
think, and, when the Democracy begins 
to think, the fate of this Government— 
the worst of all possible governments, 
present, past, or future—is sealed.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FRoM THE Diary oF Toby, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 22. 
—‘‘The right hon. Gentleman,’ said 
Mr. Mipptemore, severely regarding the 
back of the head of the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer seated on the Treasury 
Bench, ‘‘ has a gaping hiatus in his 
personality.’ Observing consternation 
among his audience, marvelling what 
this might mean, he_ explained 
desire to intimate that the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer had nosense of humour. 
Walking down to House after early 
luncheon, Mr. MippLemore observed to 
himself, ‘‘ There are people who are 
always praying ‘Give me riches.’ I 
can’t do it all round; but I mean to 
give it Ritchie.’”’ Whence it will ap- 
pear that the hiatus lamented in the 
personality of Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer is not lacking to Member for 
North Birmingham. 

His opportunity came on Harry 
CuaPLin’s motion to omit Clause 1 of 
Budget Bill, and with it proposal to 
abolish Corn Tax. In early life Mr. 
MippLEMore studied surgery; never 
practised, but to this day there lingers 
in his manner reminiscence of youthful 
efforts. Preparing to cut up RitcmE, he, 
standing at the third bench above the 
Gangway, paused a moment with head 
posed a little on one side, whilst he 
critically regarded the head and broad 
shoulders on the Treasury Bench with 
intent to find most effective place for 
sticking in the lancet. A grave serious 
air about him that intensified quaintness 
of his carefully prepared sentences. 





INSERTING THE LANCET. 


Mr. M-ddl-m-re picking out a nice sharp one 
for further incision in Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer. ‘ 


{Only for the hiatus lamented, Ritcme, 
he said, ‘‘ would have seen the absurdity 
of asking four or five hundred gentlemen 
of England to fall down on their knees 
and eat the leek he presented to them.” 

This understood to be reference to 
plight of good Ministerialists, who last 
year were induced to recommend the 
shilling Corn Tax to their constituents 
and this year are called upon to 
demonstrate its iniquity. 

‘“We go down to our constituents 
naked, quite naked, Sir,’’ Mr. Mippie- 
MORE repeated, as if he were giving 
evidence in a “ragging’’ case. 
“‘ Absolutely denuded of every principle 
which last year we pronounced from the 
housetops. What transcendent and 
Judicrous imbecility! and all pro 
pounded by a Chancellor of Exchequer, 
with a grave face and a long-drawn 
visage, who sees no fun whatever in the 
screaming farce of which he is the 
author.”’ 

House roared with laughter whilst 
Members opposite egged on the faithful 
Ministerialist to fresh mutiny. At end 
of twenty minutes Chairman of Com- 
mittees disclosed in his own case 
existence of the gaping hiatus bemoaned 
by Mr. Mipptewore in the structure of 
Chancellor of the Exchequer. Not 
being able to stand any more of this 
kind of humour, sharply pulled up 
Mr. MippLEmore just as he produced a 
fresh case of lancets and was picking 
out a nice sharp one for further incision 
in Chancellor of Exchequer. 

Business done.—-Corn Tax abolished 
by 416 votes against 32. 

Tuesday night.—-The fashion of 
answering questions varies with suc- 
cessive Premiers. Not the least inter- 
esting touch of personality. Drzzy’s 
replies were waited for with eager 
anticipation of some flash of wit or 
dexterous turn to the disadvantage of 
the inquirer. Nor was the House often 
disappointed. The Memper ror Sark 
happened to be present on the far-off 
day when Dizzy, just seated in power 
with overwhelming majority secured at 
General Election of 1874, was con- 
fronted by Lord Rosert Montacu with 
reminder of awkward pledge given 
during the General Election contest 
with reference to the Government of 
Ireland. Awkward predicament for 
Dizzy. Everyone alert, to see how he 
would escape it. 

“It is some time since the observa- 
tions referred to were made,” the Premier 
answered with funereal gravity. ‘‘And,”’ 
he continued in hollow voice, ‘a good 
deal has happened in the interval.” 

The happening was his victory at the 
poll, largely helped by the Irish vote. 
The House laughed, and what with 
other treatment would have been em- 
barrassing situation was evaded. 











Dizzy’s DEXTERITY. 


“ A good deal has happened in the interval.” 
(Mr. Disraeli.) 


Mr. G. was, in quite another way, 
master of the art of dodging awkward 
questions. He replied at portentous 
length, in a series of involved sentences. 
Whilst the puzzled inquirer was endea- 
vouring to make out what they might 
possibly mean, thenext question had been 
called on and the incident was closed. 

Prixce Artuur has of late developed 
a pretty skill in the old game, practised 
every night in connection with Cabinet 
inquiry into Fair Trade question. 
MANSFIELD spent the greater portion of 
a wet June morning in framing series 
of questions on the tempting subject. 
“That “ll fetch him,” he said to him- 
self, as he handed in paper to unsym- 
pathetic Clerk at Table. Questions 
occupied considerable space on printed 
page. Prince Arvuvur, looking at them 
with really friendly interest, admitted 
their importance. 

“ But,” he added, “it would be pre- 
mature to attempt to give any answer 
at the present time.” 

That blessed word premature! Meso- 
potamia not in it. Bryce swore by the 
Holy Roman Empire that Premier 
should not escape in this way. 

“Tf,” he asked severely, * these com- 
munications do pass between the 
Colonial Governments and the Home 
Government will they be presented to 
the House ?”’ 

Prince Artuur’s glance across the 
Table at the ex-President of the Board 
of Trade was a withering combination 
of pity, regret, surprise. That a 
mere Member like MansFietp should put 

uestions on this subject, though un- 
Jesiealile, was not entirely unexpected. 
That a right honourable gentleman who 
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CrossinG THE Bar. 


“The General Council of the Bar, having considered the recent observations of Mr. Justice 
Grantham, resolves that any statement to the effect that counsel are paid to raise false issues or 
to misrepresent evidence is one which this Council repudiates as misrepresenting the functions 


and practice of the Bar.”—Daily Telegrayh, 
had traversed Transcaucasia, had 
cended Ararat, was acquainted with 
the flora of the Island of Arran, had 
studied the American Commonwealth, 
and lived to give his Impressions of 
South Africa, should follow his per 
verse steps, was too much for long- 
tried patience. 

“The right hon. Gentleman will see,”’ 
said Prisce Arruvr, with acrid tone and 
slight uplifting of the eyebrow, “ that, 
as I said all statements in regard to the 
question would be premature, a hypo- 
thetical question based upon a supposed 
answer must be still more premature.” 

Mr. Bryce collapsed. 

Business done.—Budget Bill in Com- 
mittee. 

House of Lords, Friday night.— 
Curious to watch Leven anp MELVILLE 
walking in just now, arm-in-arm so to 
speak, sniffing suspiciously. Turning 
first to one side then to the other, 


as- 





June 24. 


himself “I dreamt I dwelt with M-rsh-ll H-lls !""} 


[His Lordship is left humming to 


audibly sniffing, the noble earl at last 
took his seat on cross benches. Recog- 
nised in the locality the juste milieu. 

Nothing particular, personal or offen- 
sive, meant by the little nasal habit. It 
was, indeed, probably unconscious. 
Grew upon his lordship in connection 
with performance of duties as Lord 
High Commissioner, which involved 
residence in Holyrood Palace. It will 
be remembered that having sniffed 
round the premises, the Lord High Com- 
missioner decided he could not safely 
dwell in them. Accordingly, during 
gathering of General Assembly, took 
up his residence in what an indignant 
and patriotic Scotch Member called ‘‘an 
adjacent public-house.”’ 

Scotland hardly yet recovered from 
wave of indignation that followed on 
this action. The other night Lord 
Leven rose to explain. Accomplished 
his task with a naiveté that charmed 





the House. Speech notable for the 
handsful of information chucked about 
without apparent connection. ‘“ My own 
ancestors,’ said the double-barrelled 
Earl, “who during the eighteenth cen- 
tury were at Holyrood Palace for over 
thirty years, went about, I understand, 
in bath chairs, and dined at pot-houses 
whenever they had an opportunity.” 
At whose expense not mentioned. 
Lord Betiaaven, he added, being Lord 
High Commissioner, began in modest 
way entertaining at Holyrood. Shared 
haggis and bottle of whisky with the 
Lord Provost. By degrees hospitable 
custom grew till, said the noble Earl, 
“when 1 had the honour of being first 
appointed, something like twelve hun- 
dred people came to dine in twelve 
days. I don’t complain,” he added 
airily. “I merely mention the fact. It 
is a very pleasant thing, and I enjoy it 
very much.”’ 

But then there were the drains. “It 
puts a great strain upon any drains. 
In addition to the dinner parties men- 
tioned, I have,’’ added his lordship, 
“one hundred people in the house 
during the twelve days, each having 
three meals a day, at least, which makes 
3,600 more, bringing the total up to 
4,800 meals in the twelve days.”’ 


Lord Cork gasped. He dines occa- 
sionally. But, "pon my soul, never 
heard of anything on this scale! 

What drains could stand this? 
Besides, as Lord Leven sagely remarked, 
‘“‘every year drains get a year older.” 
In this dilemma Lord High Com- 
missioner appealed to ScnomBera 
McDonyeLLt. In common life, when you 
want to know anything you ask a 
policeman. On high level of Lord High 
Commissioner, in similar case you ask 
ScnomBerc McDonnet. And what did 
that astute young man, versed in the 
Cabinet secrets of Europe, reply to Lord 
High Commissioner’s timorous sugges- 
tion about the drains? Why, he wrote, 
‘There is no danger for you or your 
household. It would be very different 
for the Kine, with his Court.”’ 

This too much for Scotch Peer, ready 
to dine twelve hundred people, and in 
the interests of his beloved country to 
live for twelve days at the rate of 
£90,000 a year. He resolved not to go 
to Holyrood. The heather was ablaze, 
and Lord High Commissioner has since 
acquired the little nasal habit noted, 
which his friends trust will be of only 
temporary duration. 

Business done.—Last Friday allotted 
to Private Members. Now we shall get 
to work. 





Motto ror THE Civit Service Com- 
mission.—‘‘ The unexamined life is not 
worth living:’’—Ptato, Apology. 
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BERNARD Partripce. 








The following lines are a verbatim report of the peroration of the speech of Professor Punch, F.R.S., F.R.G.S., F.R.A.S., 
&e., &e., on the achievements of the first half of the current year, delivered last night before a Mass Meeting of 
All the Royal Societies :— 


G ENTLEMEN, let me conclude with a résumé, brief but effective, 

J Giving the various wonders performed in the vanishing half-year. 
First, to remind you of some of our chief Geographical exploits, 
Time and the limited patience you have at disposal allow me 
Merely to touch in a word on the walk of the Brokers to Brighton ; 
And, only second to this, the Discovery’s Polar Excursion ;— 
Merely to mention the record achieved by the modern Ulysses, 

How he proceeded from Brum past Gib to the markets of Joburg, 
How he attained to the welcome reserved for eponymous heroes, 
Settled a sort of a war by a sort of a peaceful arrangement, 
Bearing a buttonhole orchid in place of an olive for emblem, 

And in the fulness of time came back to his country’s ovations ; 
Also to hint of the voyage of three of my staff of employees, 
Dauntless, that leaving my Table’s rotundity bare of their presence, 
Not with a view of obtaining, for meed, the Society’s Medal, 

But for the love of Research, penetrated to ultimate Delhi, 

Did the Durbar and returned, if possible, wiser than ever. 


So from Original Travel I pass to Mechanical Science. 
Splendid the strides we have made on the heels of the volatile Frenchman, 
Fashioning motors that move with the murderous speed of a cheetah 
Mainly through air but recur every now and again to the roadway, 
Making the milestones show as contiguous graves in a churchyard, 
Each with its several corpse—old women, or children, or puppies, 
Joyfully yielding their ghosts in the cause of Mechanical Science. 



































| Great are the things it has done, but we look to the future for greater, 
Look with incredible hope to the day when the sons of our grandsons, 

| Heirs of a wet-bob race that has seen, this summer, a deluge 

| Only eclipsed in the records compiled by the patriarch Noé, 

| Haply attain to a service of boats on our bountiful tideway ! 

‘ * Next, you, will kindly remember, in turning to Chemical topics, 

Something surpassing the merits of anti-rheumatical tabloids, 

Finer than patented food for promoting an easy digestion 

Or for reducing the strain of obesity—lo! I allude to 

Radium, very expensive, the source ‘of perpetual motion ; 

Take but a pinch of the same, you will find it, according to experts, 

Equal, for luminous ends, to a couple of millions of candles, 

Equal, for heat, to a furnace of Heaven knows how many horse-power ; 

Therefore in unskilled hands, or with people addicted to arson, 

Likely, I fancy, to prove an exceedingly dangerous substance. 





Finally, let me present you a still more astounding production, 
What I would modestly ask to describe as my piece of resistance— 
Active, not passive, resistance—the half-year’s highest achievement. 
Rivalling Radium’s self in the ardour and light that its atoms 
Boldly emit, it possesses the further advantage of being 
Harmless ; an unweaned babe might fearlessly handle the object. 

As for its cost, no price could well correspond to its virtues, 

Yet for the good of the race it is sold at a nominal figure. 

See, I exhibit a sample, though every intelligent person 

Must have surmised already the name of the Thing and its Author; 
And you are right; it is Puncn’s 


One Hundred and Coenty-Fourth Volume. 
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